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y HMEMGRIAL DAY,

BY NINETTE M. LOWATER,
“bﬁ flowers, {n riotons splandor|

r. Hngering buds, to the lght!
{will gather you I:l. frech, fragrant wud tander,
And weave you lu gariauds, sweet, dewy and
Whl.:

#ver the wvos where our hisroos are alos
1 will lay all your benuty and innoesnt Im:-'m.
y o'or whose dust a uation fs weepin
May know that we love them, the' low iu the
tomb.

for the tones that are allent forever,
for the hoarts that wore true to the right,
% the arms thnt Knsw wonpllioss Haver
mt fought all tho day till doath's swift-falling
night,

fothing but freadom s worth saeh devotion,
Only the Innd which our forefathers gnve,

Bedaotnad and unbroken frow oeesn 1o covan,
1a warth half the cost of one soldier s low grave,
Roox Ers, Wis,

HARK'S SUBSTITUTE.

A Decoration Day Sketch.

CALDWELL MELVILLE.

BY VELMA

"M drafred, Kit."

“0Oh, Mnark!"

And with the exela-
motion pretty Mrs, |
Wetdman fellinto ber
husband’'s nrms, shiv-,
ering wilh terror,

“1 uere, 1've blurted
it out in the worst
war, after all this last
bonr spent n think-
ing how 1 conld
bronk 1t the easisst,’
14 “Buat it will kitl me,
@ark. What shall I do; what can 1 do?
{ ean’t stand it, snd I won't let you go;
hey may shool you here first.”

"I‘hin. there, Kittie, dear, you do not

know what yon nre saying: yon must try
‘and be paticnt and submissive. There'il
be rome way provided, thongh 1 don't
ses how I cun pave you just now in the
beginning of winter.”

Poor Kit wept nuntil completely ex-
haasted, entirely doaf to her husbund's
wenk nttempts at consolation.

It was a snd home, but wot the only one
in the laud that dread November of 1561,

The fatal “dr«ft" put ont the light for-
aver on many a bearthstone.

*So yer drafled, be ve, Neil*" remarkoed
the Postmaster at The Forks, eying the

stalwart voung man addressed with a
look which plainly said, "and I'm glad
of it."

*Is'poso I am.”

“*Gom't”

*No, sir! When Nell Weillman gats
geady to work for Umele Sam he'll let

him know by enlisting; until then he'd
bave bog Majesty know be ain't a-goin'.”

*Not véry putrio 1¢!” speered a by
stander, “Now, I'd n been thar long ngo,
If't hade't & been for this here game leg o
wmine.”

“Smalil logs to
Neil.

*S'pose Mnark Il not
posed the Posimaster.

“*Mark!"

Neil turned n
qager and white

*He ain’t on the dr

“But he be.”

*Yos, and told me he'd have to ga. "
added the bhvstander,

Without wnother word the voung man
tumod on his hewl, invaluntarily loosening
the searf about bis peck thel Le might
breathe more sasily. Bwiftly he pa.sed
out into the dnll November aay, looking
meither to r gt nor lelt,

On, on he wa'ked, like & minn in n ter-

the conntry,” growled

-

go, neither”™ inter-
face suddenly grown
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pible hurry, uutil three miles lay bol ween |

himsel! and the parculons little group st
The Forks. He wan turning in at his
own gateway, but, changin: his mind, he
pessed on, still at tue high rate of speed.

Two more miles were paced off u this
mad fashion; thea he wheeled about and
Eaced townrd home again,

When once mors he found himeelf
thers ke fet weuk and spent. Slowly
then he passed in and up the rude stairs
fnto the little loft denomuusted “Neil's
room. "

*What's up pow’” his sister remarked,
*Ain't that deaft busivess all ssttled?™

“1 w'pose it's ali right; be seut on the
money,” sstuinsd her husband, who had
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ulu.!xlrhl to enlist, but had been re-
jected on aceount of deafuess.

“I bot if T wis him I'd enlist first
chance now'nd get my money back,” he
conlinue |,

“Everybody ain’t so fond of a dollar,
nor so itehen for a fight as vou be. " re-

sponded his wife, in the shrill treble she |

alwiys used in addressing him.

“I ain't no coward, nous of the Moselys
be," he retorted.

“Neither be the Weidmans, Dick Mosa-
1y, but they've got sense enough to look
out fer uumber ome. They anin't dirt
poor.”

Neil, lying at full length on his couch
in the loft, smiled grimly at their alterca-
tion.

“Diek win't fit to manage here, but |
don't care,” he multered; then turning
his face tothe wall, he slept through
sheer mental and physical fatigue,

When bhe awoks it was growing dusk
and Mollie was calling 1o konow if he
were sick, or why he did not go ont to al-
teud to his part of the “chores” as usual.

No sooner was breakfast over the fol-
lowing morniug than he buttoned his
coat about him and started off.

“Some way, Neil sois awtul qneer,”
ghrieked Mellie to ber bnsband.

“Does Lie?"

“Does he?" she mutterad, turning away
in disgust, “How stupid men are, any-
way. Mark ain't, though, aud Neil dida’t
use to be.”

' arril ight at Mark |
it Bd boun o Gorxibls 2ighias Sas ; himself to comprehend the situation.

Wollman's,

Kit's mother had bean summoned. bat
vainly abe tried to thiok of something
comforting to say, The outlook wan
nlurk.

Kit might, in fiet would have to stay |
there in their little cabin home with her
little ones. There was no room for her
at her lather's, for alreadv a wiulowed
danghter had coms back there with four
children,

"Haven't time (his worning. Mark.
Giive my rspects to Mrs, Wei 1
muy be in again before leaving." His
bend was on the Inteh,

“Please, Noil, come here.”

It was Kit's pleading tones, and bafors
ho realized what be was doing the youug
mn stood by the bedsile looking down
into the face of the ons woman he had
loved, It was five years since she had
told him she was going to marry Mark,
und in wll that time they had never spo-
ken—had rarely met,

“Oh, Neil, you are too good--you can-
not mean it,"”

“I meaun it," he said, coldly.

Through it all he had never snffered an
he did now, to ses how willing she was to
have him sacrifice himself for Mark,

It was & moment of snpreme bitter-
ness, yet in spite of himself he lingered
to gaze for perhapsa the lask time into the
aweet face,

Her oyes were full of tears, and cateh.
ing his hand she passed it to her lips,
sobbing:

“You are so good, so noble! If it were
not for the children we could not consent
to your going.

“If only we could raise the money but
we have little to sell sud there is no one
to buy what we have.”

*I have made up my mind and shonld

go anyway, now, There is nothing to
koeep me."
*But Neil, this is too much,” sald

Mark, who had now sufficiently rscowrn.}
cannot lat yon go, but if you could look
after things here some and see that Kit
did not suffer, I conld go easier. There
is onlv Joe tu do anything.”

“No use talking, Mark, I am going; and
now, good-by all,

He wlmost snatched his
Kit's clasp, and was gone.

*Mollie, I am going to the war."”

hand from

e
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A youneer brother would have to come
and stay with her—it was ths only way;

she might go and stay at Mollie's—
only—thers was Neil

It was about 10 o'clock when Neil
Weidman ranped at his brother's door.

Murk's face showed somethiog of what
he was snlfering when he opeued it,

“Netl' Come in."

“Can't; I'm in a hurry. [ was on the
draft, but bal the ensh all rendy, 8o sent
it in yesterday. I hear you are on, 100."

“l na; and beaven knows how | ean

A

*I'T 14 NEIL, EITTIE, AND HMf OVFEns TO BE MY

be aspared, but 1 could not raise fift
dollars, mu-h less three huodred.” His
voice broke n little,

“Well, I came to tell you I will go in
your place, Good-by."

“Neil!®

Mark spriang forward grasping his
brother by the arm and farly dreggiog
him inside.

*There, don't make any fuss about it,”
muttered the young mas. You can't be
spared—I can, It will make no difference
to sny one whether I live or die.”

Mark had bowed his bead on his hands
"and was shaking with emction. Kit's
| voice from the other room calied feebly

to know what the matter was.  Mrs, Hell,
her mother, had gone home for a few
| houra, taking the little boys with her,
Spring:ng up wgalu, Mark opened wide
| the middle oor, saying: *It is Nel,
Kitte, and be otfers to be my wabstitute.
Come in Ve, bre'her, do.”

*Goin'to the war, Neil? Why, I thonght
von'd sent on the money.”

“Yeu, so I dud: but Mark was on the
draft, too, 'nd we couldn’t nohow raiss
snother three hundred, 'nd be can't ba
spared from home ot this tiwe o' year; so
I'in goin g in »

“In his place?
citedly.

Neil nodd ed.

“Well, if I ever e'posed I'd live to ses
you give your life fer Mark, after he cut
you with "

*There, thera, Mollie!
things here on the plaee.”™

“Wwhy, I nm sure | don’t know; 1 §'pose
Dick and me ¢an manage, though I shall
have the most of 1t to do. If Dick is my
hnsband, I must say as I've said before,
the Mosslys are micghty poor mnanagers;
but, Neil, I hate awfully to have von go."

They tulked a long while, but Mollie
never dreanmwed of the terrib'e battle her
brother fought out with hims=elf that dull
November d y.

she never knew bow tempted he had
baen 10 let bhis brother—the man who had

interrupted Mollie, ex-

Now, about

out for himsell,

and if anything hapiens you re neito
blame; then Kit will be But, of
course, he turued his back at this junc-
tuie each time; but the strugzle bad been
& desperate onse

He was with ("<t in the Wilderness
and all throogh tne disastrons overland
campaign. He was with him nutil sent
under sheridan to Five Forks, where he
was sevorely wounded but to him there
war never suelu nnothar battie as the one
fought with himsell auring that mad walk
under the gray Novembe: ~kies,

“Neoil s wounded and I must to
him,"” Mark execlaimed in deepest anguish
a4 he read the name.  "Oh, Kittin, what
if he dies! 1 never ean stand it.”

Hefore the sun went down that dav he
hnd kissed his wife, boys and infant
daughter Nellle good-by wnd was on his
wav to his brother's side.

The meeting between them was affect-

ing in the exireme, but Neil was by far |

most oo nposedof the two.

“I'va pot to go, Mark, but it is no mat-
ter. I am so vlad tuat it is not yon.”

Before the end came, he seemead to renl.
ize that he was not unloved and thet his
herote sacrifice had beon apprecisted.

Toward the last the wounded woldier
became deliricus, and it was from bis
ravings tht his brother lemined of his
great temptatioc and the mastery gained
over sell that eventfu!l dav. He talked,

i

! retorted,

robbad him of his life's happ:ness--look

ol . |
The tempter whispered, “Let him go,

too, of *Kit* uatil tsars bathed the face |
of the agonized watcher.

When all was over, Mk Weidman
went back home with the remaing of bhis
“substiture, ” snd last Memorinl Day, sit-
ting by the flower.decked mound with

*1I'YE GOT TO G0, MARK.*

Kit—now an elderly woman —and Nellie—
o lovely young matron—I1 heard this little
story.

On the marble alab st the head is the
inseription

“Grester love hath no man than this,
that » man lay down his life for his
friends.”

Under False Pretenses,

In n pine forest not far from Arka-
delphia, Ark,, there is a narrow-gauge
railroad, huilt for the purpose of haul-
ing logs to a sawmill; but recently it
was charterad as a hfqll\\u}' for tha
transportation of freight and passen-
ers, The other day a man was seen
wilking over this road in the direction
of the Iron Mountain Railway. and
shortly after he had reached the station,
a dummy engine, pulling a rusty coach,
rolled up. The conductor, who was
the eogineer, fireman, brakeman,
freight ag nt and general superintend-
ent, jnmped off the eugine and ap-
roschiog the man that had jnst walk-
ed over, angrily exclaimed

“What do von mean by acting the
wWav vou did ?"

“I don’t nuderstand you,” the man
“What do yow mean ?*

“You know very well what I mean,
Wasa't voun back at l)lln'_\', our oast-
e terminns ?"

“Yes. of conrse I was.

“And diddla't you ask me how long be-
fore the train started for this place ?”

"Yes, but what are vou driving at?”

“Oh, voull find out. Didn’t yon
hold out the bhelief that you were going
to ride on my train *”

“Yes, probably, and I thovght I
“'Hl.lcl_ but as You were not gong to
start soon enough to suit me, why, 1
walked.”

“AhL. but we started
after vou did.”

“That may be. but I beat you in."”

“Ah, hah, and that, too, alter creat-
ing the impression that von were going
to ride with me, "What right have you
to come around here setting that bad
example? Don't yvou kuow that if the
people in this neighborhood see yon
acting that way they will give my
train the go:by and walk? How do
vou expect o raillway to make expenses
under such circamstances?”

“l don’t know nbont that, I know
that vour time-table didn't suit me,
and that 1 walked, beat you in, and,
suved twentv-five cents.”

"

a few momnents

MOrenver,

“Oh, yon saved twenty-five cents,
did vou? Well yon won't think so
w hen vouare done with this case. There
is a law for such fellows as you are,
and I am going to have yon arrested
for saving monev under false pre-

tenses,."—drkansaw Traveler,

A Plan'st*s Habits,

I practice every day from two to fonr
hours, generally ehoosing the morning
hour for this work. I regard this daily
practice as absolutely necessary to
maiotain the suppleness of my fingers
and insure my facility of execution.
Hubinstein was asked why he
practiced so assiduonsly every day,
His reply is worthy of preservation,
He said: “If I fail to practics the tirst
ll.ll\' I motice it, the seeoond -Ia‘v my
friends it, the third day the
andience notiees 1t, If 1 liave a con-
eert in the afternoon, I go withont din-
ner. If 1 have n coneert in the even-
ing, I go withoutsupper. 1 never give
the same programme twice in sncces-
I could wnot bring myself to

Onfe

notice

s10n.
do s0.™

In giving a piece at the concert hall
I select some one merson in the andi-
enee and play to him or her. 1 nsually
select some one who by facial ex-
pression and manner shows that he or
she is in full sympathy with the musie,
I then play to this person sll évening.
At Detroit I played first to my wife
then to a gentleman in the andience
who seemed to enter heart and sounl
into the spirit of the oceasion, 1 can-
not explain how this selection is made,
I look upowit as a species of magnet-
1sm, 1 use this word for the want of a
better one to convey the thought,—
Hans 'on Bulow,

She Wished to Appear Natural.

*My dear,” said a mother to her
danglter, “shall I help vou to some of
the corn starch pudding?”

“No, ma, I canvot eat the puddiog
to-day.” replied the yoang lady, “for
yvon know Charlie is coming to-night.”
Ma looks up in snrprise at her daugh-
ter, wondering if the young lady had
become deranged.

“You see, ma,” said the young miss,
“if 1 eat the corn starch pudding it
might impart a stiffness to my man-
ners, and Charlie would think that I
did not love him as well as ever.” —

| National Weekly.

A Gleoomy Day.
Blinks—~Why do all the lawvera
about the court-room look so glum
to-day ?
Jinks—Why, haven't you heard ?
Mr. Richman is dead.
“He must have been very popular

| among them.”

“No; he died without leaving a will.”
~New York Weekly.

MAxY men get & reputation for busi-
noss ity, whereas their actual
B.B.lgi:.l stock is sel! shness, — [T (egsde
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FATTLE JOr'S cﬁnﬂ.
BY IBA €. RDWARDS.

Ao woon 1% all rite, Mr. Preechir, o
A1 thank yer fur what vo have sed;

MI 1 #'poss you air right, but a crestur
Can't suadle whon biss Lonrt (s ko led,

Yor say the Lond knows what he's dola’,
An' wmyibe he doos, but (Vs quare

Tt he'd bring to our howme grief 'n rain
Hy robliln’ that orib over thar.

Yor sny little Joe 18 with Jesun,
Fone (t'e wioked ‘n rash to rebel,
An' | know that yer say Jiut t' ense o
: That-be mite a-growed up ist for hall.
Yor words don't give much connerlashun,
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Tho' yar moon It ter lighten our woe,
But yer ean't Hft this black deserinsbhun
As long as the Loy hes ter go,

1 thank yer for comin' ter ave us,
But we ean't see the thing in yonr way;
An’ yor don't dny s word that'll free us
From the griefl that 1s on us to-day.
Es fur e, 1 keu bave up agin it,
‘Cox I n aman, tull 1 strong,
But jist look st Jinny s tindt
An’ sny if yer think she'll lnst long.

Her poog heart is br'akin’ with sorrer,
Kho hes sot there sl day 1 all nite,
An' she wonu't come nw By, o Lo-nwrrer
Khe kmowa he'll be put ont o' sight,
I've tried to pick up all his trinkets,
His stockin 8 'n shoes ‘1 his bib,

Au' hide ‘o sway (o the closots
But I ean't find n plaes fur the erib,

1 dou't see o good (o ver talkin’,
Nor aee what's the use for tor pray,
When all that is Jeft o' the laby
ls onfy a lump o ¢old clay

7L - x »
JIST BOOK AT Jinn
He's dend, air; but God never Jdone i1,
He wonlidn't go back on us so
If we've ped we must ‘s’ boguan it
By worstidpin’ poor little Jos,

L —
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If ver can't chitrk up little Jinny

An’git her sawny from her dead,

An’ sturt the not tenrs fromm her eyalids,
What s nlmost burnt ont o' her ned ;

If yor only cosd git her to eryia
Uwould help ber to bare 11, tha say

But I dont think ‘twill bhelp her nint, sir,
Jint pow If & hundred would pray,

Now, gltop alr ! she wre not rebelliot

» R A—— - ———

That kiod o' hasrmngin® won't de;

She's allns been meck u forglvin
An Chud Enows her boelier than vou.

Au’ il yor woyld do most to help us,
I'on t wlop [ur ta procell or Ler pray,

But ji#t make n anock kinder guiet
N take little Joo's cradle nwiny

A Night with Artemus Ward,
Hoffman, Jr.: I was a
sophomore at Knox College, Gales-
burg 11, The students of the college
Wikt JI]\\‘iI_\':‘\' on I]i!‘ llli‘rt to llll SOMe-
thing to relieve the suffering of that
little eity nnd vicinity. On one occa-
sion we had the good fortune to seenre
as an attraction that eceentric hamor-
ist, Artemnus Ward, We met him on
his arrival aod did all that was proper
in the reception of a distinguished
guest, The evening eame on for the
lectere, and the lecture was delivered.
After its delivery A. Ward was our
guest. We took care of him.  DBefore
doing so, however, we counted up the
receipts of the honse. Mr. Ward (or
Browne ) at once became magnanimons,
Our terms with him were that he was
to get one-half of the receipts and the
poor one-half. Wnen the proceeds
were counted ont Mr. Ward said, in his
droll way: “Let the poor have theirs;
and yon, gentlemen, must allow me to
spend my half in yvour midst. T insist
upon vour accepting my hospitality
until the Iast cent of my half of the
procesds of to-night’s leetnre has been
squandered. Let ns begin at once.”
The net proceeds amonnted to 7,145,
The amount “squandered” was $3.674.
-f‘;lti'llgll Tribune.

Franeis A

Just as 1 Adwrliwtl._

Mrs. Coolnm—What is the pries of
yomr canned beef this morning, Mr.
Sandum ?

“Ihirty-eight cents, ma'am.”

“Why, that's the same price it was
vosterday morning;: vou forget that
you advertise ‘sweeping rednctions,” "
" “Not st all, ma'am. You'll find
them-—-er—just below — at the broom
counter.”

A Devnorr preacher found this note
from n voung lady in his pulpit one
recent Sunday evening: “Dear Mr. 8.
— Won't you please deliver vour sermon
o little slower to-night ¥ awm study-
ing shorthaud and can't keep up with
you. 1 hope you wou't refuse so small
a favor.”

LeT lo-moﬂo:tlka care of itself,
and you will find that it will let you
take care of yourself when it gets hera.

Baitons onght to be well sequaint.
od with the deckalogue.

THE EARNINGS 07 AUTHO

BY J. M,

ACAULAY is said
to huve received
&100,000 on necount
of three-fourths net
profit for his History
of England, Dis-
raeli, it is stated,
made by his pen
£150,000; Byron,
£115,000,. Thiers
and Lamarting re-
ceived nearly £100,-
000 each for their
respective histories,
But Thackeray s
W1 * said never to have
reccived $25,000 for any of his novels,
Sir Walter Seott was paiul 2050,000 for
oleven novels of three volumes cach,
and vine volumes of “Tales of My
Landlord.” For one novel he received
0,500, and between November, 1525,
and June, 1827, he received S150,000
for literary work. Lord Lyttoa 18
snid to  have made $400.000 by
his novels  Dickens, it has been com-
puted, onght to have been makiog
#500,000 for three vears prior to the
publication of *“Nicholas Nicklaby
and Trollope, in twenty years, made
450,000, The following sums are said
to have been paid to authors for single
famons  books “Homola,”" George
Eliot, #50,000: “Waverley,” Scott,
1,000 “Woodstock, " Scott, S40,0000
“Life of Napoleon,” Seott, S890,000;
“Armadale,” Wilkie Collins, 835,000,
“Lalla Pookh.” Thomas Moore, $15,-
000; “History of KHome,” Goldsmith,
$1.250: “History of Greeeces,” Gold-
smith, $1,200; “History of England”
Goldsmith, #3000, “Viear of Wake-
fleld,” Goldsmith, &3,000; Deeline and
Fal," Gibbon, £30,000; “Lives of
Poets,” Johnson, £1,500; “Hasselas”
:lnhn-‘n]l, S0t
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A New Top-Boot for Ladies,

Among the Intest Eunropean fads is
the wearing of top-boots by ladies,
The idea seems to have had its incep-
tion among the Spanish ladies, 1t was
ufterward adopted by the French, the
lutter having voted them the proper
thing for driving in T-carts, phaetons
and other carvinges in which the ladies
oceupy the front seat. They are made
up in the lightest manner possible,
some withh high heels and others with
low,

Various combinations are nsed, snch
as patent leather vamp and heels, glaz-

ed kid tops and dark ‘morocco legs;
glazedd kid vamp and heels, soft,

smooth, brown |-atent leather tops and
kid glove legs; glove kid wvamp and
heels, glazed kid tops and duall finish-
ed buckskin l¢ 4. The In‘g_f-: ure ¢rn

kled and made up on a smooth lining,

so that when new the falluess de-
sitable to the eve is as perfect as on
the ordinary leg after months of wear,
The tops ln-ill;ﬁr of smooth finish leathk-
er are ornamented with stitching, the
silk nsed being of a contrasting eolor.
Various deviees, such as scrolls and
vines, are stitehed on,
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A Lovesick Youth.

The Earl of Warwick has been pros-’

ecuting » “tripper”™ for inscribing the
name of his lady love on the battle-
ments of Guy's Tower. The name,
doulstless from motives of delicacy, ia
suppressed, but it might make some
difference if it was Marv June or Susan ;
the historieal sentiment would be more
ountraged than if it were Edith or Clo-
tilda. Of conrse it was a wrong and
vaulgar thing to do. If it had been his
own name the offender should clearly
have been placed “in the lowest dun-
geon beneath the castle moat,” or even
been decapitated and his head thrown
to the jackdaws: but, since it was the
name of his “beloved object,” romance
must plead for him a little,

It is dresdful, no doubt, when von
want to throw vonrself back for half a
dozen centuries and feel feudal, or
(what is far easier) medinvval, to he
confronted with o modern name, very
ill carved sand possibly ill spelt; bat
all women are heroines in their lovers’
a3 “all soldiers are [in theorv!
gentlemen.” I am not sure that it
was quite “pretty” in the Earl to sum-
mons this amateur engraver. Dear,
large-hearted Leigh Hunt tells ns that
whon we see “John Jones" out on a
bench or a tree we are tiot necessarily
to set it down to vulgarity: it may be
“the natural desire to achieve snch im-
mortality as may be within his reach. ™
even by climbing. The poet sings wilh
approbation of the eriminal-

Who earved his nnane on the dungeon stone
With his chisel so fine, tra la!

eves,

Indeed, some of the most interesting
inseriptions in the world are found cut
on the walls of old prisons, Some-
times the artist, especially when under
sentence of death, has vot a knife, far
less a chisel, to cut with, — London
News.

One Was Canght; the Other Was Not.

“Have you heard the story of the
minister who told the tramp he onght
to have followed the example of Mr.
Golden, the rich man ?”

“No; what is it ¥

“The tramp concluded to foliow the
minister’s advies, looked up the pass
history of Mr. Golden, imitated his
example, and before a month fonnd
himself in jail.”

“But what about Mr. Golden **

“Oh, nothing, exoept that he waa
shrewder than the tramp,” - Yankes
Blade,
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